David Arnot

In his normal state, sleep was for him a
blessed respite from the stress of waking life;
a merciful forgetting of the arduous battle
against ignorance., disease and vice, and all the
pain and squalor of human life. To close his
eyes in sleep had been to soar into a region of
serenity, of calm and quiet rest as in green
pastures beside tranquil waters. He was
accustomed to waken calm and vigorous, his
energies replenished, his hopes renewed. But
this special night a premonition of approaching
danger hung over him, and though he cast
himself down on a wolfskin and resolutely
closed his eyes, he grew only more and
more wakeful.

The wind was like the sound of living
voices; voices of misery and hatred; and
it affected David strangely. He put his hands
up to his ears to shut it out, but it reverberated
in his brain. So from hour to hour the night
dragged on.

At last he fell into sleep ; a sleep in which he
dreamt prison walls had closed around him and
some frightful doom was fast approaching.

So deep asleep was he that he did not awaken
when the door was opened and a black-
cloaked figure glided softly into the room.

It was Lady Rusco. She held her cloak
across her breast with one hand, which gleamed
ivory white against the blackness of the velvet,
and with the other hand she touched Arnot
gently on the shoulder.